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As the fabled mud of the Nile                               185

That quickens under the sun

With a growth of creeping things,

Half dead when just begun ?

E'en such is the care of Nature

That man should never die,                                   190

Though she breed of the fools of the earth,

And the dregs of the city sty.

But thou, 0 son, 0 son,

Of very love wert born,

When our hope fulfilled bred hope,                        195

And fear was a folly outworn.

On the eve of the toil and the battle

AH sorrow and grief we weighed,

We hoped and we were not ashamed,

We knew and we were not afraid.                          200

Now waneth the night and the moon;

Ah, son, it is piteous

That never again in my life

Shall I dare to speak to thee thus.

But sure from the wise and the simple                  205

Shall the mighty come to birth;

And fair were my fate, beloved,

If I be yet on the earth

When the world is awaken at last,

And from mouth to mouth they tell                      210

Of thy love and thy deeds and thy valour,

And thy hope that nought can quell.
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